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CHAMBER IN THE CASTLE
HUGO, THOBA, and EBIO.

Hugo

THAT letter that came from Palestine,

By the hands of yon wandering Dane,
Will cost me a pilgrimage to the Rhine.

Thora
Wilt thou travel so soon again ?

Hugo

I can scarce refuse the dying request

Of my comrade, Baldwin, now ;
His bones are dust.    May his soul find rest !

He once made a foolish vow,
That at Englemehr, 'neath the watchful care

Of the Abbess, his child should stay,
For a season at least.   To escort her there

I must start at the break of day.

Thora
Is it Agatha that goes, or Clare ?

Hugo

Nay, dare is dwelling in Spain
With her spouse.

Thora

'Tis Agatha.   She is fair,
I am told ; but giddy and vain.

Enc

Some musty tales on my memory grow

Concerning Count Baldwin's vow ;
Thou knew'st his daughter ?